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(Concluded from The Children's Tribune of September 21 )

MISS CRONIN, Miss Orme, Mr. Meyers, the janitor;
James Wright and George Tocher stood in the
little room facing the principal and Slick. 'T

have sent for you," said Mr. Wood, "'to express my con¬

gratulations, Mis3 Cronin and Miss Orme, for your splen¬
did showing in passing so many boys; Mr. Meyer for the
honor your son has done the school in receiving the
highest mark, 100 per cent; Jame.; Wright and George
Tocher for the next highest, 99." Ele pituso«!, eying
them closely, expecting to see some sign of guilt upon
their faces, but he saw instead cxpressmns of delighted
surprise.

When they had gone Mr. Wood turned ft> Slick'.
"Weil, Til admit Pin wrong. I've never seen five more
innocent looking people in my life," he said. Slick agreed

with him. "That's because they .are innocent,"
"Then, who took the paper?" Mr. Wood ii |u ¦.

body took the paper," said Slick. "M Oi .'

Cronin deserve your words of praise for then <.'.'¦¦

.spurring on their classes to outdo each other. Mi. Mi

boy is a model student ami won his 100 per cení

James Wright and George Tocher ar ' «jch u ¦

bad, and mischievous boys are usually bri| on* -,

why they got their 93 mark."
Mr. Wood nodded, but still showed surpris». "B

the paper?" Slick opened the drawer an plac* d
the top of the desk. "If you'i! get under ere,"
"you'll see it wedged in the catchlock .. back of
drawer, where it. caught when you .ii . ¦.

been there all the time."

Slick Story \o. Four."Sour Grapes'
ííT^'1A-NK! The ß'raPes wil1 'S00T' be ripc' enouffh toMH pick. I'll want you and your father to help me

some day this week." Frank smiled in anticipa¬
tion of the jam and jelly to come and said, "Very well,
mother, you can count on me."

Frank, or Slick, as wo know him, lived in a little de¬
tached house, with an ample yard at the rear, which gave
room fora small vegetable patch in which the beans, peas
and tomatoes that fed the Forrester family were raised.
And it was one of Slick's duties to help his dad fight such
enemies as blight, bug or weed.

At the back of the garden, on a trellis that ran from
fence to fence, grew as fine a grapevine as was to be
found in the whole countryside. They were carefullywatch«'«' throughout the season by Slick and his father,for these two lived as entirely on grape preserves as theycould and were ready to give their lives, if heeds must,that nothing befall their winter luxury. Mrs. Forrester,proud of her ability as a preserver and delighted to add
it» the comfort and pleasure of her husband and son,watched also with a jealous eye. And now the time, aswell as the fruit, was almost ripe.

To be sure, it was no easy task standing over a hot

fire, for she was a frail little won.a", and th< 01

usually left her a physical wreck for two or I

However, no one could make sieh grape .' ¡I. is sin
as it pleased those she le-ved, she was piad '«> ¦'.

sacrifice.

Neighborly
Threats

Now, the Forresters' vines were the« source of »

to all the immediate* neighborhood. Mrs. Andersoi
neighbo1 on her right, had always openly cast green
at the purple fruit, and only a few days before had :
Mrs. Forrester that there wasn't any temptation ..

life so hard to resist. "It's all I can do not to steal th
she said.

Mr:-,. Johnson, the neighbor on h ¦>¦ It f:. told
some one would steal them, and hinted win« tl
oru1 might lie.

.Mrs. Robinson, the neighbor across the road, cold ici
that she'.l be willing to serve a year in jail if she? ..

take those grapes to jail with her, and Mrs. Henders
the neighbor at hr-r rear, said her husband would
bave them than a bank account.

So you see if. was with some cause for worry -J : ._


